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the council, merchant, and elder of the church (the
four capacities constituting but one man), who stood
at the head of society in the neighboring metropolis.
The token was neither more nor less than a single
word, which Mother Rigby whispered to the scarecrow,
and which the scarecrow was to whisper to the mer-
chant.

"Gouty as the old fellow is, he'll run thy errands for
thee, when once thou hast given him that word
in his ear," said the old witch. "Mother Rigby knows
the worshipful Justice Gookin, and the worshipful Jus-
tice knows Mother Rigby!"

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to the
puppet's, chuckling irrepressibly, and fidgeting all
through her system, with delight at the idea which she
meant to communicate.

"The worshipful Master Gookin,** whispered she,
"hath a comely maiden to his daughter. And hark ye,
my pet! Thou hast a fair outside, and a pretty wit
enough of thine own. Yea, a pretty wit enough! Thou
wilt think better of it when thou hast seen more of other
people's wits. Now, with thy outside and thy inside,
thou art the very man to win a young girl's heart. Never
doubt it! I tell thee it shall be so. Put but a bold face on
the matter, sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy
leg like a dancing-master, put thy right hand to the left
side of thy waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin is
thine own!"

All this while the new creature had been sucking
in and exhaling the vapory fragrance of his pipe, and
seemed now to continue this occupation as much for
the enjoyment it afforded as because it was an essential
condition of his existence. It was wonderful to see how
exceedingly like a human being it behaved. Its eyes (for
it appeared to possess a pair) were bent on Mother
Rigby, and at suitable junctures it nodded or shook its
head. Neither did it lack words proper for the occasion: